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Syth thou art of fo fyerce a mynde,

why dyd not God then place
In the, with fuche a Tygers Harte,

a fowle yll fauerde face ?
Sure for no other ende but that,

he lykes no Louers trade,
And the therfore a ragynge Fende,

an Angels face hath made.
Suche one as thou, was Gorgon ones

as auncient Poets tell,
Who with her Beau tie mazed men,

and nowe doth raygne in Hell,
But mercye yet, of the I craue,

yf ought in the remayne,
And let me not fo long the force,

of fiamyng fyre fuflayne,
Let pytie ioynde with beautie be,

fo fhall I not dyfdayne,
My bind, my hart, my lyfe to fpende

with toyle, with flryfe, and payne?
To do the good, my breath to loofe,

yf nede mall fo requyre,
But for my feruyce and my paynes,

thou gyueft me hate for hyre.
Well now take this for ende of all

I loue and thou dofte hate,
Thou lyueft in pleafures happely.

and I in wretched Hate.
Paynes can not lafl for euermore,

but tyme and ende wyll trye,
And tyme ihall tell me in my age,

How youth led me awrye.
Thy face that me tormented, fo,

in tyme Ihall fure decaye,
And all that I do lyke or loue,

Ihall vanyfh quyte awaye,
Thy face in tyme fhall wrynckled be,

at whiche I fhall be glad,